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lamentably apt to maintain prohibitive import duties on
British goods, closing upon the view that British ministers
should " make every proper effort to persuade the States of
Northern Germany, who have not joined the Zollverein, to
continue to refrain from doing so." This was a dismal
ending. Indeed, it was almost painfully apparent that
Palmerston regarded Germany less as a nascent Power
than as a British market.

Then he returned to Emily, to the absorbing draft of his
instructions to Lord Minto who was to unfold the blessings of
freedom to a grateful Pope, to the Swiss papers which revealed
a highly unusual civil war between the Cantons by the
startled waters of the Lake of Zug, and to the new House of
Commons where the indomitable Mr. Urquhart, just returned
for Stafford after a busy decade spent in persuading working-
men that Palmerston persistently betrayed his country,
observed him with an eye of dark suspicion. The Queen
was restive, too, again remarking that the drafts have since
some weeks been sent to her after they were gone. He fenced
a little, explaining that the objectionable despatches were
mere statements of his personal opinions; although he was
slightly embarrassed by the ridiculous circumstance that he
had missed a Council through riding absently from Carlton
Gardens to the Nine Elms Station (for the Broadlands line),
and consequently failed to catch the Windsor train which
went from Paddington. But Majesty was unconvinced and
fought him stoutly on a draft to Portugal, which appeared to
involve a risk of wax without the slightest consultation
either of herself or of the Cabinet; John Russell was
invoked; and, completely cornered, Palmerston withdrew.
Minto, a sturdy Palmerstonian, perambulated Italy, dis-
tributing constitutional principles from an ample cornucopia
and complying with requests for a few words by the words,
exceptionally few but rousing, Viva I*Indipendenza Italianal
while Metternich watched uneasily and put more white-
coats into Lombardy, and a French fleet, ready to rescue
almost anyone from Austria, haunted Italian waters.

That autumn there was an odd scare of invasion, which